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in the air, those were messages from the unfortunates on board, giving their names and begging us to notify their relatives. The tram then disappeared, leaving all of us with a new hollow feeling Suppose Barbarka was in that transport, the one that had not stopped? Would they bypass our camp in the future? Would they be sending them to some new places? There was one day, after the surrender of October 2nd, when the Pruszkow Camp had received thirty-six thousand people How would I ever be able to find my child? These questions added new torments to our old ones.
Hanka was dragging two heavy suitcases and I went over to help her
"Whose are they?" I asked.
*Two women escaped from the transport. Well get these to tihem later," Hanka explained "They chanced on a kindhearted German who could not resist the prospect of getting a handsome watch for his fiancee He let them pass under the car, and they got away unnoticed."
Another transport, the twenty-first that day, was coming.
I hid behind a group of German officers who were counting the number of people brought in. Their backs offered some protection from tibe slashing rain. The train was slowing down, and I prayed that it would stop. It did, and car after car began to spit out the mangled mass of humanity.
Beyond tibe gate, to the left, where the guard stood with his bayonet fixed, an anxious crowd scanned each face carefully seeking their dearest ones. The first ranis passed, tben the next ones, dozens and hundreds of them, and tiben it seemed like the end* I had strained my eyes afl day in vam But just then a new transport pulled in, a little farther away from the gate, and shortly the first ranks of a aew procession of deportees began to appear.